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It. wiw lioro In Indlmiticr
Tlmt spnrkod mill mwrlcd lliirmcr,

Which la probably thu reason
I'voastnry to rt'luto:

Well, tho world was all nirln mo,
And tlioro weren't no irood luck In me,

And my toon grow soro
'Ulu the horny shins of fate.

On th ffinn sotnohnwor nthor.
titorms kept cliasln' onn

Till they trampled ilown my harvest
Anil they- mildewed out my nay.

Still I'd time enough to wither
All my craps In nurty weather

If I hiiiln'tiiin forolllee, y-
Whlch (tho olllco) run away.

Hut my Ilnnnor, In n manner.
Held aloft tho fam'ly hunncr.

For sho kept thu pot :
Dnv and night ho'd spin and wcavo,

Whllo I kept " n leetloneerln',",
'Till tho neighbors got to Micerln",

Jest liecaUHo sho mado tho llvln ,
And I thought we'd better leave.

Well, wo kind o' took to roaming,
'Till we landed In Wyoming.

It's tho most confounded kentry
That n Iloosler over struck

Yankees,
I'm old business, but what's business
Where no ouo but fools havo luck t

Fust I murchatidl7.ed and busted
Til I couldn't uv got trusted

For u plug of blnck terbackcr,
Lota lonuu bag of Hour;

Hut my Hunncr went to eookln'.
And fust thing I knowed Bho'd took In

Twenty boarders, and the money
Uoodncss sakes, she made u power !

Well, my llfo wns growln' sunny
With thoshlno'of Hnnnor's monoy;

Hut the woman's rlghtcrs run her
For a Justice of tho l'cace,

And you but It rlz my duudor
For to see hor turnln' gander,

Ruporcedln' uv hor husband,
Leavln' hlin among tho gceeo.

nut tholonjr-iioso- d

woman's rlghters,
iHjcted her; but you can bet your

Hoots I didn't 'loctloncur.
And I toll her, that's what 1 did,
Thut I'd finally docldcd

That tho kentry wasn't healthy,
And we'd better come back hero.

So wo came to Indlannor,
And I must confess tlmt Hanncr

Had electioneered so honest
Tbatutio hadn't spent a dollar,

And llfo Is (into more sunny,
Hnnnor's kcerful of my money.

And shi's now a modest femato,
Not ashamed hcrspouso to roller.

Independent.

How lloiiclcault Wns Saved.
Mr. Joseph Maas, the tenor, has reason to

be very proud ol his voice, for it once saved
his life. He is passionately fond of hunting
and fishing, and some years ago started on a
buffalo hunt in company with his old friend,
Dion Bouclcault. The surrounding country
was full of badly disposed Indians; but our
hunters were at all times ready to risk their
scalps lor a good week's sport, un tins occi'
slon they managed to lose their way and miss
the trail which led to their temporary camp, to
that as night came on they were utterly at a
loss which direction to take, iney nau

killed a young bull lust before dusk,
and making a virtue of necessity, they tethered
their horses and lit a fire. They had scarcely
finished a hasty meal of buffalo steaks when an
arrow came whizzing by their camp lire, and
in less than it lakes to read this they found
themselves bound hand and foot by the ras
cally Apaches. 1 here was do hope ol ue
liverance, and both Mr. Mnas and Mr. Douci
cault expected Instantaneous death. At this
juncture Dion, who was almost comatose
from fright, murmured feebly, "Joe, sing me
' Fra Poco ' once more before I die, and my
scalp will come off much easier." Mr. Maas
teartullv complied wan nis menu s request.
and had got as far as " The wild (lowers soon
will shed their bloom around my sad and
lonely tomb," when two big Indians came up
smiling an over anu gruntea, neap good
more 1" The gifted tenor finished the aria,
but explained that he would sing no more un
less he was unbound. The Apaches loosened
nis thongs, and Mr. Maas, with a despairing
hope, went on with the opera. From 0 p. m.
until 3 the next morning he kept on singing.
Every time he stopped the savages poked him
with a spear. However, just as his larynx
was about to burst, the last Indian dropped
asleep, and Mr. Maas stole away, after cutting
the hide ropes which bound his friend. They
reached the settlement in safety, but to this
day the talented artiste never plays in "Lucia"
without being overcome with emotion.

We are not captious, but when a photo-

grapher puts a bottle of whisky where we can
see it, and then says ; Now, look natural t

We are prepared to tell him thnt we don't go
around with a y look in our
eyes, and he can't do any more work for us,

Somerville Journal.
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Anther ItlllllM
In the Prices of Some Articles of

Evfry-Ia,- y Necepsity.

What Can be Done !

"What Will be Done !

What Shall be Done!

Will close out this week
one large lot of Hose,
8c, ioc, 12 15c,
18c, 20c, 22c, 25c.

MAYBR&SON
Will sell for one week

only one lot of Chemises
at 40c, 50c, 60c, 65c,
75c, 85c, 90c, and $1.
These goods are positive-
ly worth from 10 to 20 per
cent. ' more and bespeak
inspection. Other Under-
wear proportionately.
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AND

Will close out next
week one larere lot of

at ioc, 15c, 20c,
25c. worth 75c
for 50c; worth $1

75c

S.
R
s
o
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Gloves
Gloves

gloves
25'for

Will sell for one week
only one lot of Parasols
and Sun Umbrellas at 25c,
35c, 50c, 75c, 80c, $1
and upwards. Are ready
to compare these goods
with houses asking 25
per cent. more.

Gill, Mm, Domestics

Our Best Goods will be reduced 10 per cent in price for

THIS WEEK ONLY!

I L L I N E RY !
We solicit Cash Trade for lobbing only, We can suit

anybody in quality, quantity and price. We sell desirable
goods as low as cash can buy them. Merchants can do bet
ter with us than Northern houses. Try ! See !

Before You Buy, Come and See !

S lMLJk.'l'MZ'R dte SON,
Commerce and Navarro Streets.

MAN.

What I'oets mid Otlmr Imminent Writers
HiiTehald uMllm.

Man passes away; his name perishes from

record and recollection; his history is as a
tale that is told, a"d his very monument be-

comes a ruin. -- Washington Irving.
To understand man, however, we most

look beyond the Individual man, and his ac-

tions or interests, and view him In combina
tion with his fellow. Carlyle.

MmhMiVuiiil.f .nr ,,. m,1 ikol r.n
be honest is the only perfect man. Beaumont
anu rieicner.

The scientific study of man Is the most
difficult of ull branches of knowledge. Oliver
Wendell Holmse.

The man of wisdom Is the man of years.
Voung.

Man, whoso d fncu
Thu smiles of lovo adorn,

Man's Illinium tilty to man
Makes countless thousands mourn.

Hums.
Stood I, O nature, man alone In thee,
Then wcro It worth one's whllo n nmn to

bo. Ooctlie.
A man is the whole encyclopedia of facts.

The creation of a thousand forests, is In one
scorn, and Egypt, Greece, Krme, Gaul,
Britain, America he folded already in the first
man. Emerson.

Such is man. In great affliction he Is ele-

vated by the first minute ; in great happiness,
the most distant, sad one, even while yet be-

neath the horizon, casts him down. Rich-te- r.

What a piece of work is man How noble
in reason How infinite In faculty, in form,
and moving, how express and admirable in
action, how like an angel I In apprehension,
how like a god I the beauty of the world, the
paragon of animals I And yet, to me, what is
this quintessence of dust! Shakespeare.

When faith Is lost, when honor dies.
Then man Is dead. Wblttler.

Reading maketh a lull man ; conference a
ready man ; and writing an exact man.
Bacon.

A man that is temperate, generous, valiant,
chaste, faithful and honest, may, at the same
time have, wit, humor, good breeding,
mirth and gtllantry ; while he exerts these lat-

ter qualities, 30 occasions might be invented
to show he is master of the other nobler vir-

tues. Steele.
Clod, when heaven and earth Ho did create,
Formed man, who should of both participate.

Sir J. Denbnui.
Men aro but children of a luriror growth,
Our appetites aro apt to clutUKO as theirs.
And full as craving, too, and full as vain.

Drydcn.
Consider, man : wclifh well thy frame;
Tho king, tho bcirgar, aro tho same.
Dust formed us all. Kich breathes his day,
Then sinks into tils untlvo clay. (lay.

Nobler birth
Of crcnturos Inanlinuto with gradual life.
Of growth, bcdsu, reason, all summed up In man.

Milton.
The proverbial wisdom of the populace at

gates, on roads, and In markets, Instructs the
attentive ear of him who studies man more
fully than a thousand rules ostentatiously
arranged.

Man, though individually confined to a nar-

row spot ol this globe, and limited Id his
existence, a few courses of the sun, has never-
theless an imagination which no despotism
can control, and which unceasingly seeks for
the author of his destiny through the immen-
sity of space and the current of
ages. Colton.

A Miser Mnkm a Contract for Ills Cofflu.
From tho Auburn Dispatch.

A story is told of a miserly old resident of
this city to the effect that several years ago he
made a contract for his burial. The job was
a cheap one, coffin, attendance and ail not to
exceed $50. The coffin was made of pine,
and was kept in the undertaker's shop until
he went out of business, when it was removed
to his house and kept against the time when
the miser should die. The undertaker has
some time since fallen In the battle of life.
Since his death a tenant has occupied his late
home, and as he objected to the presence of
the somber reminder ol the uncertainty of hu-

man life the coffin the miserly individual
had it removed to his house, and has it
stored upstairs with a set inside it.
He has promised his spouse that she may
have it should she require it before he does,
as he thinks that he would have no difficulty
In getting another just as cheaply when he
needs it.

"Will you have dinner at the eating sta-

tion?" asked the train boy of a passenger.
"Yes," said the passenger, arising and fol-

lowing the boy.
"I iust wanted to know," said the boy, "so

I could telegraph ahead."
"Telegraph, repeated the tired passenger,

whose patience the slowness of the train had
exhausted, "I thought you wanted me to stroll
on ahead and eat by the time the train would
get there." Arkansaw Traveler,


